statues standing aloof in a quiet and remote
gallery ; for his place is not with them. His
place is in the street. He is happiest there. The
street is noisy and the men and women are not
perfect in the technique of their expression as
the statues are. They are ugly and imperfect,
incomplete even as human beings, and where
they come from and where they go cannot be
known. But they are people and therefore
infinitely to be preferred to those who stand
upon the pedestals of art.

And like the Chinese novelist, I have been
taught to want to write for these people. If they
are reading their magazines by the million, then
I want my stories there rather than in magazines
read only by a few. For story belongs to the
people. They are sounder judges of it than any-
one else, for their senses are unspoiled and their
emotions are free. No, a novelist must not
think of pure literature as his goal. He must not
even know this field too well, because people,
who are his material, are not there. He is a story-
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